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detective stories. He had stacks of them in his upper berth. In one
of the houses he found a tin o£ pure-sugar hard candies, in another
a small tinned plum-pudding, which we saved for Christmas. One
great discovery was a package of prepared pancake flour and a can
of maple syrup. A five-pound tin of blackberry jam came to light.
He also found a carton of tins of Dill's Best smoking tobacco. How
I hated it! But I had at last run out of my good New Zealand
tobacco which I had brought in Auckland the year before. Hollick-
Kenyon said the New Zealand tobacco was the worst he ever
smoked. Each man to his taste.
At first we slept a great deal in the unaccustomed darkness of
the cabin. It was really cosy there, especially in the evening when
we had the fire going. We put up with a cold cabin during the day
to save coal. In the shack, deep under the snow, we didn't even
know what the weather was like outside, except that when the stove-
pipe rattled that meant wind, drifts, and a shovelling job for me in
the morning. Hollick-Kenyon was always stoking up the fire. He
kept the cabin much too hot for me.
That view of a supposed town which we had had from the wing
of the Polar Star had been bad luck for me. In our eagerness to
reach Little America we did a slip-shod job of selecting supplies to
pack on the sledge. Then, after our disappointment, when we re-
turned to the plane, we were too tired to think of anything except
the tent and sextant. As a result we left several things behind we
could have used in Little America. There was one serious omission
for me—my glasses. I left them in the cockpit of the Polar Star,
and as a result I could read nothing and could write only with
uncertainty. This at least doubled the boredom of the wait
for me. Hour after hour in his upper berth Hollick-Kenyon lost
himself in detective stories, while I had only my thoughts for
company.
I lay in my bunk one evening, merely putting in the time, when
my fingers touched a wad of chewing-gum somebody had stuck
on the frame underneath. I debated with myself two days whether
to chew it. I really yearned for that quid to chew on hikes through
the snow. Then when I returned from the tractors one evening
Hollick-Kenyon proudly produced two packages of chewing-gum
he had found.

